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Yow! Lot's to tell in not enough 
space and too litle time! | 
could do six or seven pages 
alone on the wildly successful 
SMALL PRESS EXPO staged in 
Bethesda before the DIAMOND 
SEMINAR in June. Big thanks 
to all the local dealers who 
pooled their resources, worked 
together and did it RIGHT. You 
can imagine the kind of crea- 
tive juices that start flowing 
when you get a gaggle of self. 
publishers in a crowded room 
with a mob of serious alterna- 
tive comics readers. You can 
also expect more SMALL 
PRESS EXPOS in the future, 
maybe even in your areal 
Plans are being hatched among 
the various cells of hip comic 
stores and selfpublishers across 
the country to keep the ball roll- 
ing. Watch this space for fu- 
ture announcements. 

I could also do a small novel- 
ette on the DIAMOND SEMI- 
NAR and the wooly excesses 
of the first ever PUB CON 
which brought hundreds of 
slightly desperate dealers into 
direct party-contact with the 
whole selfpublishing posse for 
two nights of sketching, carous- 
ing and kvetching in the hotel 
bar. Guerrilla marketing at its 
grooviest! 

For those of you who couldn't 
make the scene, this issue's 
ROAD BITS will have to serve 
as a metaphorical substitute. 
That's me and DAVE SIM, 
STEVE BISSETTE, JAMES (This 
is not a sketch) OWEN, and 
JOHN MITCHELL and JANA 
CHRISTY (of VERY VICKY 
fame) providing the subcon- 
scious subtext to events there in 
Bethesda and Baltimore. 

Also oughta do at least a col- 
umn on the cover variations we 
released unannounced on last 
month's RARE BIT FIENDS. I'm 


running ALL FOUR of them on 
this issue's back cover to save 
any of you out there who still 
suffer from the heartbreak of 
collectoritis. 

And RICK GRIMES, the KAFKA 
OF KOMIX, deserves a snazzy 
bio piece. His CLUTCH ANGEL 
in this issue is my favorite 
Grimes comic since the unseen 
Christmas masterpiece SICKY 
CLAUS. 

And | desperately need to do 
proper .NOTE TO RETAILERS 
about how well the '40 and 5' 
program has been working. 
Retailers can direct reorder all 
issues of RARE BIT FIENDS by 
calculating 40% off list with a 5 
copy minimum. Just send the 
check to KING HELL PRESS, 
PO Box 1371, West Town- 
shend VI 05359-1371 and 
we'll blast your books out with 


im 
AS en 





WEST TOWNSHEND VT 05359 - 


in 14 days, guaranteed. 


Also need to do a detailed 
piece on how to contribute art 
to LITTLE OMENS. Getting LOTS 
of great stuff but most folks 
don't seem to understand that 
their work must be REDUCED 
to fit among the columns of type 
on the letters page. A couple 
of really nice strips were under- 
cut by unintelligible lettering, 
too. Keep it coming though- 
| love reading it and will work 
everything | can into the book as 
soon as! can find a spot for it! 

And, by gum, | could spend all 
day and half the night describ- 
ing the strange dream experi- 
ence that led to the 6 page 
"DOPPELGANGER" epic in this 
issue! But I'm going to have to 
let the work speak for itself or 
there won't be any room for the 
dreams of our RARE BIT READERS! 


Sterling Jones 

Westlake Village CA 

Dear Rick: 

In the middle of my pre-ordered 
stack of comics comes a copy 
of RARE BIT FIENDS #1.1 open 
it with apprehension - it's so un- 
derground-ey looking. | spent 
three bucks, What if it's 
crap? 

| read. I'm confused. | read 
some more. Still confused. 
Then, on page four, "THE 
ART'S IN THE RADIATOR, 
AIN'T THAT A RUB," and it hits 
me. THESE ARE DREAMS! 
Wow! Neat! 

| read page five -WOW! 

Page six -WOW! And so on... 
Exclamation points —_ begin 
springing up everywhere in my 
mind!!! And | hate exclamation 
points; and never use more 


| like your Fiends. Don't under- 
stand 'em, but | like 'em. | like 
their honesty-none are con- 
trived to make your dreams 
seem more clever or insightful 
than they are. They're just 
dreams. We don't all have the 
same view of -dreams (mine 
would conflict heavily — with 
Charles G. Lauder, Jr.), but any- 
one who remembers their own 
dreams can certainly relate to 
what's going down in the pages 


of RARE BIT FIENDS. 

I'll be staying on as long as you 
publish this. | hear — self- 
publishing's rough, so I'll en- 


courage as many people as | 
can to buy your book. 
I've never been interested in 
dream-reviewing before, but 
when you married the idea to 
the comics format, you hooked 
me. You're right, they're per- 
fect for each other. 
And regarding living up to 
I'll be staying on as long as you 
publish _ this. | hear self. 
publishing's - rough, so I'll 
encourage as many people as | 
can to buy your book. 

, I've never been interested in 
dream-reviewing before, but 
when you married the idea to 


the comics format, you hooked 
me. You're right, thgy're 
perfect for each other. 

And regarding living up to 
Windsor McCay or Moebius: 
Don't sell yourself short, Rick. 
You're the one who is doing 
this material in quantity and 
going out on a limb by 
publishing it yourself. As far as 
| know this is the first time it's 
been done. Correct me if I'm 
wrong. 

Keep up the good work. Go 
stack some Z's. 

Duly impressed, 

Sterling Jones 





P.S. This appraisal is not 
coming from a gushing fanboy. 
In my ten years of reading 
comics, I've never bothered to 
send a letter to anyone. You're 
doing very good work here. 


Elliot Rosen 

Erial, New Jersey 

July 21,1994 

Dear Rick, 

| was trying to write a reply to 
everything said and done in . 
litle Omens and Rare Bit 
Fiends, | wanted to tell you 
about every little coincidence 
and deja vu'l felt. Especially 
Charles Lauders letter (My 


Mother is an artist and I'm 


suffering from 


Narcolepsy). 


slightly 


But since this column is called 
litle Omens and is an open 
forum for dreams, | think I'll 
share a little dream that didn't 
quite become an omen until 
about 14 hours after it was 
over. 

April 8, 1994 About 4 AM 
I'm walking into the bar and it's 
like a bedroom loft. | see 
Nirvana. The bass player is 
the first one | gravitate towards. 
Probably because | don't want 
to look like I'm kissing Kurt's 
ass. | think he'd respect that. 





There is a cream colored 
mustang and an_ orange, 
yellow and white Jazzmaster on 
the wall. | ask if they are done 
with their tour. Krist sits on the 
couch. | join him and he says 


"Yeah, just got back from 
Europe. We get good and 
stoned off some pot." | say "I 
haven't been stoned for 2 
weeks." | ask if we could 


play. He looks at Kurt. It's 
pushing midnight. | don't feel 
too tired and | feel relaxed 
enough to play all right without 
shaking. Kurt agrees. When | 
ask if | could play his Tri-Color 
Jazzmaster he's not thrilled but 
agrees. Then after | warm up 


for about 5 minutes with some 
horrid rifts he pulls the plug. 
Right before | started playing | 
cleared my mind but nothing 
seemed to flood me except 
distracting thoughts. Kurt 
leaves and | ask Krist "What 
happened in Europe?" He 
smiles and puts out a cigarette. 
| ask for one. They are in a 
tri-color pack that matches the 
Jazzmaster and tastes just as 
old. He says everyone has 
been asking him that question 
since he got back and says 
simply " We thought we lost 
him. Cardiac arrest, dead." 
So Kurt comes back and | ask 
if | could hang with him. 
We're in the same spot but 
now it's a bar. There are 
famous people and _ stars 
dancing and drinking and 
talking. | see the gay twins. | 
always thought they were the 
same person. One is bald the 
other has a beard. | see a 
comedian | think "Hollywood— 
Anyone can be an actor— I'll be 
discovered here!" So me and 
Kurt order Club Soda and 
theres these women to my right 
watching a late movie on 
channel 13. Marijuana chemistry 
64 is genlocked on the screen. 
| want to watch. | look to my 
left and tell Kurt Heart Shape 
Box was for me the Video of 
the year and then | look back 
at the video screen. Something 
68 is now on the screen. | ask 
Kurt what kind of cigarettes he 
smokes. "Marlboro lights" he 
says. "Are they good" I ask. 
He says "I like 'em." | ask for 
one then he tells me | have my 
own pack and points in front 
of the women next to me. | ask 
for one and they say my name 
and throw a fit. | look at Kurt. 
He looks mischievous and | ask 
him " When things happen do 
you see them the way others 
do or through your own eyes, 
your won experiences?" He 
replies " Your own ‘eyes, your 
own experiences." His eyes 
are ice blue. | feel like I'm 
being shown a lesson. There 
is a big guy with the Brooklyn - 


women and | want to go to the 
lounge. Kurt and | sit on a 
couch. There are Indians all 
around. | ask Kurt if he has a 
body guard. He screams 
"Billl" An Indian runs to the 
phone and says "Come Quick! 
| thing somethings happened." 
Kurt told me that the experience 
in Rome changed his view of 
things. 
REKKKEKKKKKKKKEKKEE 

At six o'clock that evening my 
mother told me the news. Kurt 
Cobain took a gun to his head 
and killed himself. 


Eddie Mitchell 

Louisville, KY 

July 25, 1994 

Dear Roarin' Rick, 

Even though the work of Win- 
sor McCay ranks as some of 
my all-time favorites, | still had 
a hard time grasping ROARIN' 
RICK'S RARE BIT FIENDS #1 
because | kept trying to ap- 
proach it like it was just an- 
other comic book. Once | let 
go of that idea and kept re- 
minding myself that these were 


dreams, the book really 
grabbed me. I'm glad you 
did'nt try to flesh out each 


dream and give it a developed 
plot and other things that your 
conscious mind needs for sto- 
ties to plot and other things that 
your conscious mind needs for 
stories to make sense. | can 
never remember all of my 
dreams in the morning either, 
and offen they all seem to run 
together into one large con- 
glomeration, just like the ones 
in RARE BIT FIENDS. 

Lots of my dreams center 
around my cats or my mother's 
cats and | believer that they 
communicate with me telepathi- 
cally through them. | do lots of 
housesiting or friends and | 
can tell when it's time for me to 
go home because | always 
have dreams about my cats. 
Usually I've lost one of them 
and la spend the whole dream 
looking for her. | know when I 
need to call or visit my mother 
because | dream about one of 


her black cats. | 
may sound weird, but it's true. 

| also have what | call "hair 
ball" dreams. It's really gross, 
but I'll be talking to someone 
in my dreams and I'll start 
coughing up this huge hair ball! 
It always gets stuck in my 
throat and | have to pull it out 
and it's really big and never 
seems to end. Like | said, it's 
gross. | always wondered if my 
cats are behind that one too, 
but | can't discern any pattern 
like | can with my other cat 
dreams. 

Just a couple of dream trivia 
notes, and I'll sign off. Have 
you ever heard that back in the 





know this: 


Golden Age, Gardner Fox 
used to say that his Justice Soci- 
ety stories came to him in 
dreams from another Earth? 
Also the latest issue of DONALD 
DUCK from Gladstone has a 
dream theme. It's a double 
sized issue, and the framing se- 
quence which is drawn by Wil- 
liam Van Horn deals with 
dreams Donald is having about 
the stories in the issue. Just 
thought you'd want to know. 
Good Luck with RARE BIT 
FIENDS. | look forward to issue 
two! 

Best Wishes, 

Eddie Mitchell 
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